256                               MABY STUAET.
Translation of Lines on Page 5.
I see her in her snow-white garb, in deep mourning and sad unto death, walking hither and thither, the very-Goddess of Beauty; holding in her hand the shaft of her inhuman son, and Love, without frontlet, fluttering about her, concealing her fillet beneath a widow's veil, on which these words are written; " Die or become my slave."
Translation of Verses on Page 97.
1.  Caves, meadows, mountains, plains, rocks, groves, and forests/streams, rivers and fountains, where I find myself wandering, overflowing with vague complaints and sobs, I long to sing of the wretched grief which causes my lamentation.
2.  But who will be able to hear my sighs and groaning?   Or who to understand my ennui and languor? Will it be this herbage, or the water beneath this bank, which, as it flows, carries with it the stream which pours from my face ?
3.  Alas 1 no, for the wound which looks for relief to unreasonable things, seeks in vain the healing balm. Much better is it that I should pour my plaint in bitter 'terms into thy ears, who last brought this torture upon ray heart.
4.  0 thou immortal goddess, pray, listen to my voice, thou, who holdest my faculties in tutelage under thy sway, so that if the springs of my life are dried up, thy cruelty may avow itself vanquished by thy beauty alone.
5.  Tis plain that my face is gradually melting away